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Every Cat Has a Story
By: Leah ByowsoJ

The gray one hid
In the tunnel while
The others pounced and played

One wanted to be loved
And would sit in your lap for hours

One started every fight

One kitten would lie on the table
Anyone going or coming
Would give her a treat

The orange and white one
Would run out the door at any chance

One furry cat hid shyly in the corner

One presided from upon a shelf
He looked down lazily
“I’m better than you”

The dark multicolored one
Sat sadly in a cage
Waiting to end its quarantine

One cat just purred
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Unicorn Planet

My planets name is Unicorn Planet and it has three colors on
it and ONLY three colors blue, purple, and last but not least
pink. It can have human life forms but scientists would have
to travel to the planet and it takes 4 years just to get half way
there. There are no continents on my planet but it has 10
lakes. The 10™ lake is the largest of its kind. The climate is
sometimes cold and sometimes hot, you can never know from
day to day. Humans can’t live on the planet because humans
will never know what the temperature will be. My planet can
reach 300 degrees and it’s too risky for humans. Unicorn
Planet at times will reach negative 90 degrees. You can freeze
to death or you might melt to death. Technically, they are
both bad so beware. It can sometimes be in between. As you
try to call for help nothing will work because no one can hear
you scream. The pink areas are the hottest so stay away from
there. The blue area is really chilly and lastly the purple area
is warm so you might want to stay there.

Agem /MCASC(L/



Brooke

Home was far far away but all Brooke saw was a big field. She looked around, “Not
much,” she said. Then she quickly saw a glance of something. It was dark out, and she couldn’t
tell what it was. She ran into the field. “A house!” she cried, “Maybe | can ask if | can use the
person’s phone to call my mother.” She ran down and knocked on the door. “Hello?” A voice
said.

“Oh, hi. Could I please borrow your phone to call my mother?”

“Why yes,” said the voice. The voice let brook come in. Ring Ring Ring Ring Ring. “Yes?”
“MOM! MOM! IT'S ME, BROOKE, HELP!”

Then silence came over connection was lost. Then the voice started to approach.
WHACK! “Huh?” “What?” “Where am I?” Brooke asked herself. Help! No one was in the little
empty room. She suddenly forgot why she’s lost. “HELP!” She was all alone... trapped... and
hungry. All that she saw was barrels. She kicked one. “HIGH-YA!” “A key A key!” She searched
and finally found a door she unlocked it. “I'm out!”

The next day as she was chopping trees she heard a whisper and ignored it. She just felt
pain. Blood was gushing down the palm of her hand. She breathed heavily. Suddenly foot prints
appeared. She followed them. “Home!” She hugged her parents and lived happily ever after!

THE END. By Olivia Janae Patrie



---Writing is Boring--- A reverse poem by
Aaditya Prakash.

Writing is boring
Nobody will say that
Writing is fun
I think that
It doesn’t help you
If you don'’t try
It will benefit you
Writing stories
Just makes you bored
When it feels like you’re doing nothing it
Makes you think writing sucks
Because you didn’t do anything
Writing is boring
Nobody will say that
Writing is fun
I think that
Writing is a waste of time
Please don’t think that
Writing is enjoyable
That is a fact
Actually...

Now read from bottom to top.



—-NIGHT--- A Poem written by
Ananya Prakash

The night shines as bright as the stars in the sky,

Stars sparkle in the air like little fireflies.

It is pitch black but beautiful to look at.

The moon glows and lights up the night making it such an
amazing sight!

It’s time to sleep, we dream and snore,

Making it a place for imagination to soar.

Have a great sleep as you lay

For tomorrow comes a brand-new day!

When 9 hours pass, the darkness goes

Then the sun comes up and morning just arose!
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Ryan Ko
If | Was A Superhero

If | was a superhero

I'd have super speed

Racing and running like crazy indeed
If | was a superhero

T'2 e i blo,
Sneaking around when nobody knew
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I'd help all plants

Even the tiniest insects and ants
If | were a superhero

I'd help anyone | can

As much as | can
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The Field

By: Medha Trivedi

There once was a girl named Mia Greene. Mia’s hair was a light brown color. Her eyes were blue.
Mia was a writer. She loved to explore and write about nature and outdoors. She wrote down
everything she saw. One day Mia went outside in a forest and started writing about the luscious
trees and the wonderful songs. She kept walking and found a great and vast field. It had birds,
deer, swans, buffaloes, and butterflies. She took some grass and put it down in a pile to sit and
write on. She wrote furiously until her hand made her put her pencil down. She wrote about a
magic portal sucking her in deeper and deeper into the portal. She wrote that once anybody went
in they never got out. Once she finished writing, she lay down on her back using the seat she
made earlier as a pillow. Mia slept until a humming sound and a purple and blue glow woke her
up. She sat on her grass pile upright. Mia saw a portal that started to suck her in deeper and
deeper. She finally got completely submerged and she tried to get out but she couldn’t get out.
She then realized whatever she wrote in her book was happening in real life. She wrote some
really gruesome things so she was terribly frightened. Then she realized there was no getting out
and her mom would get worried about her. The next thing that she remembered she wrote was
that she walked through a completely blank corridor until she found the same field she started
out in and that happened. She did not find her seat so she made a new one and started to write
some good things. She waited and started to do the things for the good things to happen, but the
opposite things happened. She wrote something extremely bad and the extremely bad thing
happened. She then got really furious. Mia walked a little more and saw the portal again. She
was extremely glad and she ran into the portal. The next thing she knew was that she was in the
reverse land hospital. She quickly asked one of the nurses what she was doing there. The nurse
said” according to my graph you have gotten a concussion by running into the reverse land
flagpole. ”Mia said to the nurse” | want to go back home.” The nurse asked her what her name
was. Mia said” My name is Mia”, “Mia Greene” the nurse happily cried and interrupted. She also
said “You are the creator of this world, please don’t go, we will worship you as a king”. Mia
thought, they said a king so that must be great. “Sure | can” Mia said. Thank you your majesty”.
Mia thought, your majesty eh.” Lead me to the palace” she commanded.” | can only do that once
you get better” the nurse chimed in.” GET ME BETTER NOW!’ Mia roared.” Okay your majesty”
the nurse said as she curtsied to Mia. Then the next day as Mia got better Mia got taken to the
palace. Mia then demanded” give me a tour.” Then as she demanded Mia got a tour. Mia then
commanded “take me to my bedroom where | will have my nap”. Mia slept and when she woke
up she was in the field. Mia ran home and never went to the field again. She was very happy and
disappointed at the same time. But at least she was home and happy with her family.



Livia Whitaker
Starry Foam

My lungs filled with the sea air,
and | tasted salt on my tongue.
The wind weaved itself
through my hair

as | dug my feet deeper
into the warm sand
engulfing them

in the golden grains.

The crashing of the waves
echoed through my head
as the seagulls squawked
in my ears.

The starry foam swirled

in the navy water

dancing on the damp sand.
Emerald seaweed sprawled
across the beach

along with smooth shells
engraved into the sand.
The length of the dark sea
seemed to go on forever,
and the depth beneath

the surface did.

No one knows

what lies beneath

the threshold of waves.
But whether it is

a nightmare or a dream,

it will remain a mystery,
for now at least.



